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Eliason
Contest
Coordinator

2002 fiction contest
a success
It was heartening to receive such
good fiction contest stories this year.
Library Director Kathy Arsenau lt
commented on the importance of
encouraging beginning writers to
submit their work.
ln addition to being chosen as
winners, they also get a substantial
cash reward: $250 for first place,
$ 100 each for second and third. In the
writing world, this is unusual. Literary
magazines often pay only after two or
three copies of the publication.
The winner of the first contest in
1986 was Travis Forsyth Sherman for
" Laughing Aloud." She is the
daughter of SAPL board member
Bethia Caffrey. Travis is now on the
reading committee for the contest.
Sixteen years ago, when I joined
the newly formed SAPL board, Sam
Fustukjian was library director. We
were looking for projects. At dinner,
one evening after a board meeting,
my husband Dick suggested we have
a fiction contest. A writing
See CONTEST on page 3
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The Carpool

Winner

The morning was veiled in clever
n01malcy. A dusty gray mini-van
eased from the parking spot in front of
the busy coffee shop and paused for a
red light at Paxton Street. Cars of
bitter, silent corporate employees with
briefcases strewn across their
backseats cluttered the town 's brick
roads. Zombies in suits and skirts
crisscrossed the streets, squinting and
cursing the ascending sun whose
brilliant rays, to them, merely signified
another day in hell.
Inside the mini-van, however,
festivities were in full throttle. Lisa,
the striking new blonde in Accounting
and the designated carpool hostess,
cheerfully distributed cappuccinos to
the an xious passengers who waited
impatiently like baby birds for their
sustenance.
"Hey, Lou," she teased, "This
brew 's for you, buddy."
"Give it to me, quick!" he
clowned, violently lurching forward
from the back of the van to grab the
cup, jostling Bob and Marla. who sal
in front of him, in the process. "I'm
slipping into a coma here! " he announced dramatically. Lou 's free
hand got stuck in Marla's sti ff orange
hairdo as he tried to s lide back into his
seat. "Damn, Marla! What's in your

By Barbara Ness
hair? Varnish?" Unable to sit, Lou
hung forward , briskly shaking his
entangled hand as he haphazardly
tried to sip from his brimrnjng
Styrofoam cup. Marla slu"ieked and
jerked abruptly, causing the coffee
to splash into her hair and stream
down the nape of her white neck.
Obscenities quickly followed ; mostly
Marla raging about how this type of
common behavior was typical of a
lowly mailroom supervisor W(e Lou,
or as she hailed him, "King of the
Idiots." Bob squished himself
against his window and pretended to
read a newspaper that he held up
high like a barrier against the
ridi culous outside world. Lisa
tossed her platinum mane and
giggled in a high-pitched chirpy
manner that usually irritated people,
but was easily compensated by her
overwhelming beauty.
Carl, captain of this ship until
next Monday when they' d evolve to
Lou 's old station wagon, smiled
wistfully at the scene. The coffee
drama nearly forgotten, Marla
struggled to apply her makeup while
Lou needled that her efforts were
futile because "cosmetics don't he Ip
old hags and they should just accept
See CARPOOL on page 4
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Any second now, Daddy's going
to come in here and take his belt off
to me. He's going to say, "I just
can ' t understand why you have to
have a whipping before you can get
out ofbcdin the morning,
Georgianna! " Well whi ch would you
rather? Get a whipping, or be
crushed between your closet and
the headboard of yo ur bed?
M y teacher thought I needed
g lasses and that's why 1 was having
headaches every day in school. If I
just had some glasses, I wo uldn' t be
seeing all these awful things. My
s liding closet doors, for instance.
They' re fine as long as I keep my
eyes closed. B ut when T open my
eyes, they start coming toward me.
And a couple of weeks ago there
was a creature that ran back and
forth across the backyard making
horrible noises. When I to ld Mother
about it, she said she' d heard that
the Gaddis's goat got loose. Well tell
me this: does a goat have claws? 1
can' t even watch TV anymore, not
after the way the people on
"Password" talked to me.
Nothing bothers m y cousin
Lacy. Except the fact that she's not
rich. She even to ld C issie
Smallwood that we have a bowling
alley in our basement when all we
have is a basketball and some
empty Clorox bottles. l don' t want
to be rich. You know what I want
more than anything else in the
who le world? Tj ust want to be like
everybody else. 1 wish my cousin
Lacy didn' t Ji ve with us. I wish
she'd quit saying that my daddy is
her daddy when everybody knows
her daddy ran off and left Aunt
Rose before she was born.
2

Whiskey-Soaked Sugar
By D eborah C hristie

It's a good thing nobody ever
believes Lacy. She told the whole
school about how Daddy busted
Mother's head. It's been a couple of
months since it happened. O ne night
Daddy came home and wanted to
know why there was nothing but
bologna sand wiches and Campbell 's
tomato soup for supper. Mother told
him that she had been sewing all day
so Lacy would have a new dress to
wear to the PTA meeting that night.
She was going to pl ay ·'Les adieux" in
the pi ano recital. She wanted to play
"Old Black Joe" but Miss Tannenbaum
told her it was prejudiced.
"Nobody's eating any sorry-ass
sandwiches for s upper and nobody's
going to be brown-nosing with a bunch
of goddamn communists!" Daddy said.
The next thing I knew, the pan of
tomato soup was on Mother's head
and T couldn't te ll which was soup and
which was bl ood running down her
face. I just grabbed Missy out of her
highchair and took her to my room. T
sat cross-legged in the corner and
rocked he r back and forth in my lap,
singi ng "Silent Night" over and over
until Daddy got finished fussing and
stomped out the door.
Mother put a plate of sandwiches
and a pitcher of Kool-aid in my closet
and told us to hide in there and eat
while she got ready. She still had it in
her mind to take Lacy to the PTA
meeting. Like I said, nothing ever
bothers Lacy. She had put on her new
dress-a white sailor suit, trimmed in
navy blue braid with a red tic around
the collar, and Mother had put her
thick, brown ha ir up in a French twist.
"This is just like a picnic," she said. B ut
l was too scared to eat.
"Georgianna, you stay here and

take care of Missy," Mother said.
She had washed her face and her
ha ir and put a bandage above her
left eye. "Don' t wony, Lacy. I'll
stay in the car." Not that it would
have bothered Lacy one bit for
everyone to see Mother with her
head all bandaged up.
1 would have stayed in that
closet all night if Mother hadn' t
come back after about ten minutes.
"The car won' t start," she said.
Every time Daddy thin ks Mother 's
going to leave him, he takes a part
out of her car so she can't get away.
"Don' t look until! tell you,
Georgianna!" 1 jump. It's Daddy.
But instead of whipping me for no t
getting up, he covers my eyes with
one hand and s lips the other one
underneath my back. "You' re not
peeking are you?" he asks, helping
me out of bed and pushing me gently
from behind.
"No sir," Ttell him. Tdon ' t know
why he's talking so nice to me.
"Now !" he says, taking his hand
off.
I look out my picture window.
Everything is covered with snow: the
rusty old heater where there's a
robin 's nest every sp1ing; the gully
where we throw our trash; the cow
patties in front of the barn . Even the
pig pen looks pretty. And the sun is
so bright that the cows' ears look
li ke the pink cellophane on an Easter
baske t.
I look at Daddy and he smiles
and squeezes my shoulder.
"Did I miss the bus?"
"The school bus ain ' t running
today, Georgianna. The mailman
ain ' t even coming. Today's a snow
See WHISKEY on page 6
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The stars had been arranging
themselves in the sky like chess pieces
carved of soft ivory. They arranged
themselves on the board one by one;
each piece finding its place. Orion, the
king, surrounded by twin Gemini rooks.
They arrived silently, and I watched
each one as the air cooled and the sand
began to dampen. I called to each one
by name as it showed itself, Ab uella
had taught me how to do this. On
summer nights after the evening meal,
we would sit behind the house, past the
garden of cilantro and tomatoes, and
she would tell me the story of each star
as it peaked out into the night. She had
watched the stars from that spot every
night and knew them as l'ri encls. She
spoke about them with the same voice
she used at mass, about how she had
watched in the dry season and studied
them in the rain. She could even
remember the places of the stars that
had run away from the violence of the
revolu tion, and never returned. Always
she had watched them from just past

Abuela's Stars
By C.W. Sabatelli
the garden; always from her farm.
This had been her farm so long that
most people in Puerto Desierto were
too yo ung to remember what had been
here be fore it. They had forgotten the
men who had raided French ships, and
then spent their swag in the
whorehouses and bars. None of them
remembered the whaling company that
tried to buy the town and create a
factory on the shore. They had never
seen the streets before the desert
climbed into the ocean and covered all
of the ground underneath. But, Abuella
had li ved through it all. She stayed
when the men were forced to learn the
fi sh routes and the women to be
widows, burying husbands in the old
graveyard. She stayed even as she
went mad, whispering to the peach
trees that had dried years ago, and
s leeping in the yard .
The stars arranged them selves
before Abuella had ever watched them.
They had been playing their game every
night, finding the best place in the sky to

Another exciting year for fiction contest
lt is an exciting year when you get such good stories that it is hard to pick a
winner. Fiction contest judge, Herb Karl, who is a well-known creative writi ng
professor at USF St. Petersburg, declared the winner, "Carpool", hip, plausible, a
first rate insight into the life of the ubiquitous corporate clone ... " Barbara Ness,
the author of "Carpool" is a student on the St. Petersburg campus and will receive
the $250 first place award.
"Whiskey-soaked Sugar" is a dark Southern Gothic tale written by Deborah
Christie, also of the St. Petersburg Campus. C hristie was awarded second place
and $ 100. C.W. Sabatelli of New College, Sarasota took thi rd place with the
lyrical, mag ical tale, "Abuella's Stars."
The contest sponsored each year by the Society for the Adva ncement of
Poynter Library is open to all registered University of South Florida students.
Previously unpublished short stories of up to 2,000 words are accepted. The next
contest will open in the fa ll quarter of 2002 . Please check the website at
http://www.ne/son.u.\:f edulsopl/contest.htm/ for updated rules and information.

wait for the sun, waiting to see each
other fade out until the last was lost in
the small clark of morning. Thi s was
the game that shepherds watched to
fall asleep and that guided men back
fro m the ocean, their nets swollen w ith
the days catch. This had always been
the game of the night, and my part had
always been to call to them their
names so that they could find the right
place to stand in the sky. 1 had
learned this from Abuella, and she had
taught me well how to do it.
But tonight, I have called for them
by name, reminding them of where
they should stand, and they are deaf to
me. Tonight the fishermen will be lost
and the shepherds will not sleep.
Tonight, when Abue ll a is no longer at
her farm and the garden or cilantro
and tomatoes weeps for her, the stars
will not come.
C. W Sabatelli completed his
thesis and g raduated May 2002
.fi'om Nell' College, Sarasota.

CONTEST from page 1
contest for a univers ity library made
sense to me.
And we were off and running.
Rita Gould has organized the contest
for some years, and Theodora
"Teddy" Aggeles also. Teddy will be
the coordinator of the 2003 contest.
T he contest has always been a
great source of satisfaction for me, a
1980 USF graduate and an ardent
alum na.
Until another time ...
Niela "Dakota" Eliason
3

CARPOOL from page 1
it." Bill continued to hide beneath his
newspape r te nt whi le Lisa ba ntered
exc itedl y abo ut an upcoming Saks shoe
sale, clean sun light sparkl ing off he r
shin y lips. Carl nodded and replied
w ith words like " rig ht," "yeah," and
" interesting," as he tried to keep up
with everything and everyone . He
stopped in fro nt of Byron Financial
C01poration's twe nty-seven-story glass
castle and theatrically announced,
"Okay, ladies and germs, we've
reached our ill ustrious destination - the
incredible BFC- where 1 know we' ll
each enjoy another clay of pure bliss
that wil l, as always, make weekends
regretful. Roadside service all the
way for you fine people . See ya here
at five te n." The bemused passengers
tumbled out of the van and headed
toward the conc rete steps that bordered a flashy gray marble rountain.
M arla, o blivious to the large brown
stain on the back of he r white blouse .
jaunted toward the e ntrance as Lou
smirked and pointed, shooting a
thumbs-up sign to Carl before sagely
fo llowing he r ins ide.
Lisa remained a moment and
protested , "Carl, you do n' t have to
drop us off in front like this . We can
walk from the garage, too. It's not like
a little exerc ise is gonna kill us." Carl
grinned and shook his head, "Only the
best for you guys. You ' d better get
going, Lisa. T he guys in Accounting
probably only show up because of you.
BFC's stockholders can ' t afford a
mass e mpl oyee walkout, you know, so
try to be conside rate of others in the
fu ture." Lisa whapped Carl 's shoulder
affectionately and exited the va n.
Jones, VP o f Human Resources, shot
an appreciati ve g lance at her derriere
as he followed her up the ste ps and
into the massive tower.
Carl drove past the parking garage
and continued on another mile before
reach ing the little park he had discovered early last week. He eme rged
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from his van and gratefully approac hed a half-full newspaper
machi ne; change in one hand. coffee
in the other. Finally, he ambled
toward the battered, peeling green
bench beneath the inviting oak
canopy, abou t twenty feet from the
tranquil pond's edge. Carl prayed that
the caffeine wou ld hurry into his tired
veins as he reluctantly began the
tedious task or dissecting the classified ads.

***

T hat alligator had designs on
those ducks. Carl had noticed the
gator briefl y when he glanced up
from the paper several minutes
before, but had been too e ngrossed to
pay much attention. Now he caught
himself peeri ng at it fo r probably the
fo urth time in a s ingle minu te. T he
page he ' d been scanning was creased
and flapped over from his constant
glimpses.
The alligator's path across the
pond was infinitely more engag ing
than the section on Info rmation
Services personnel. Hundreds of
profess ionall y worded advertisements
extended the same self-serving
invitation: Come to us only if you're
experie nced, educated, prepared to
toil endlessly to make us money, and
resolved to become an invisible
molecule in our galaxy whe re no one
will no tice your presence or absence.
The alli gator was gaining on the
group of ducks at the cente r of the
pond. The mother mall ard quacked
and floated deftly across the miry
surface while her little ones fo llowed
in a tight fo rmation. One o f the fu zzy
yellow ducklings lingered behind,
sucking at an organism it had e ncountered . T he gator 's mouth ope ned up
I ike an old pair of first- rate scissors
before a swift c ut. T he duckling
failed to notice its precarious position
until the shade of the huge mouth's
roof darkened its path , but the n the
teeth c ras hed down and the al ligator
sank from view. T he mother duck
quacked furiously as she escorted her

remaining o ffspring to the mucky
grass at the pond' s bank.
Carl watched all of this in total
horror, his newspape r falle n to the
damp ground. He couldn ' t believe
that a living, breathing being - so
new to this world - had been
whacked right in front o f him.
Recoun ting the grisly scene, be
wo ndered if perh aps the duckling
had been too slow or overcurious.
No, he decided, it had merely done
what it had been taug ht or what it
knew by insti nct and now it was
toast.
The all igator hadn' t resurfaced,
and by Carl 's watch, four minutes
had passed. He shook his head in
disgust and kicked the newspaper
away from him. T he tiny, cottony
fellow had stepped out o f line so
he ' d been wiped out. To hell with
"survival o r the fittest"; it was too
cold a philosophy for Carl. He felt a
profound kinship toward that late,
unsuspecting creature.
Carl didn' t know what he would
do now that he was unemployed.
He loathed the idea of continuing life
as just anothe r suit in computers.
He' d paid off his van, but his mortgage - well, that was a long way off.
Carl no longer had to make "corporate money'' because he didn 't need
much. A roof, wheels, and interesting people would ensure hi s happy
survival.
Carl thought despondently of his
carpool mates. He ' d been riding
w ith most of them for a year now,
and truthfull y, the only reason he
even dragged himself out of bed in
the mo rnings was to be around them.
T hey were afamily, fo r chrissakes.
except fo r Lisa, who was new, but
she was quickly growing on him.
Look at Lou and Marla: They had a
turbulent friendship, all right, bu t she
had given him sincere advice on how
to p ropose to his fiancee. Bill
seemed unbearably q uiet, but he
edi ted all of Lou's memos, and could
See CARPOOL on page 5

CARPOOL from page 4
recommend at least two books on any
subject one was interested in . In fact.
Bill had almost been upper management, but they decided he didn't have
enough ''personality" for the job.
"Screw 'em! " Carl yelled to Bill over
beers at happy ho ur. "We didn ' t want
to share you with the real world
anyway, buddy. You're too much of a
genius for those je rks and they're just
pissed you don't wanna play golf with
their sorry asses!" Marla ruffled Bill's
hair and spoke softly to him as Lou
slapped his s lumped back soundly
before calling for another pitcher in his
honor. Carl didn't want to screw up
everybody's plans by telling them the
news yet. If no one found out before
Friday, he would tell everyone that day
on the journey home. He was not
looking forward to it.
By two o'clock, Carl had polished off an oi ly Italian sub and
decided to take a break. He removed
his wire-framed glasses and set them
down on the be nch alongside his
necktie and the newspaper, now
g raced with abundant graffiti. He
unbuttoned his shirt a bit, leaned back,
and c losed his eyes. What could he
do that he would e njoy? It seemed a
specialized degree was required for
any job these days and all of his were
computer related. He guessed that
was his punishment for riding the
"wave of the futu re". In fact, Carl
wished a tidal wave wo uld spring out
of that pond and put him out of hi s
misery, or that the monster alligator
would saunter up to his bench for a
more substantial meal.
He sat up straight and wiped the
sweat from his forehead wi th a greasy
napkin. The sky, the trees, and water
were blurry, like multicolored TV
snow. This was usually the moment
Carl slapped his glasses back on, but
he resolved that he was entitled to
shun reality fo r a while. He gazed
pensively ac ross the fuzzy water,

realizing he was so blind he would
probably miss seeing the alligator all
together, now. All the jobs in the paper
were clones of his former position:
code reader a nd writer stuffed into an
unfriendly gray cubicle where even
family photographs were prohibited, as
they were considered " unprofessional."
A flitting image or a hell comprised of
endless blaz.ing cubes with Jones as
Satan sprang to mind, and Carl chuckled lightly.
A large mass moved at the other
end of the pond. Carl put his glasses
on and observed that a city bus had
stopped at the othe r e nd of the park.
The stocky driver got out and plopped
down on a rickety bench that was
directly opposite Carl ; only the pool of
shiny water separated them. The
driver removed his hat and set it on the
bench. He began to eat a sandwich he
had taken out or a crinkly brown bag

and opened a can of soda. T he bus
waited nearby like a patient elder, its
constant mechanical chugging as
natural as breath. The driver stood up,
stretched, and strolled around a bit
before crumpling his soda can and
chucking it back into the bag. Carl had
a feeling this guy heard a ton of stories
during his day. Hell, he was probably
driving around a rea l life soap opera
and didn't even know it.
Then it struc k Carl like a cast iron
ski llet. The driver put his hat on and
began walking toward his bus. Carl
departed his bench in a flash, his
necktie a nd other articles forgotten.
He flew arou nd the pond toward the
bus driver, screaming like a frantic
woman for him to hold on a minute.
Carl laughed glee full y as he sprinted
toward the confused man in the muddy
brown uniform who waited between
the bus's twin folding doors.

Honor student places first in fiction contest
Barbara Ness, first place winne r or the 2002 a nnual Bayboro Fiction
Contest, is a full -time English-Creative Writing major entering her senior year
at USF S t. Petersburg. She is part of the Honors College and serves as a 2002
USF Ambassador for the St. Petersburg campus. Additionally, she works parttime as an assistant to the Director or Honors at USF St. Petersburg, Dr.
Raymond Arsenault.
Barbara and her husband Matt recently purchased a home in St.
Petersburg. They have two cats, Tyrone and Whackj ob, masquerading as
children until her degree is completed.
After Barbara completes her BA, she plans to immediately pursue her MA
in English-Creative Writing. She is c urrently subm itting short stories to various
publications and fiction contests in order to amass some credentials.
Once Barbara comple tes a
short story collection to satisfy her
Honors requirements, she will begin
work on her first novel.
Barbara's long-term future goal
is to become a Iiterary or
mainstream novelist because she
believes that the best fiction does
not merely e nte rtain-it conveys
one or more vital, personal
messages that the author cannot and
Bayhom.fiction contest.firsr place 11•inner
will not suppress in her wri ting.
Rarbam Ness and husband Mart Ness
Congratulations Barbara!
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WHISKEY from page 2
day."
I look out at the cows and they
stare back at me.
"We need to put some hay out for
them," Daddy says.
I go to the side of my closet, slide
open the door, reach in, and grab a
dress.
"Don' t take your pajamas off. Put
your dress right over them-you don' t
want your legs to get cold. And put
your sweater and your shoes on-and
two pairs of socks. I'm going to go
and get you some galoshes," Daddy
says, smiling at me.
I hurry to get my socks and shoes
on before he comes back. For some
reason, 1 start thinking about a mangy
old dog that kept hanging m·ound our
chicken houses . Daddy would throw
rocks at him and chase him away, but
he'd show up again the next day. So
one morning Daddy carne out of the
house with some leftover fried
chicken livers. "Here boy," he called,
just as sweet as can be. He let the
dog smell the chicken livers and then
he put them in his coat pocket. The
dog followed him way into the woods .
Then Daddy put the chicken livers
down on the ground. But that old dog
didn' t get to eat the first one-Daddy
shot him in the head.
He comes back with two plastic
loaf bread sacks. He pulls them over
my Buster Browns and puts rubber
bands at the top to hold them up. Then
he gets my red wool coat out of the
closet. "Hold your sleeves down." He
pulls my coat on and buttons me up.
"You know what we forgot?" he asks .
"No sir," 1 answer.
He goes through my sock drawer,
pulls out a pair of bobby socks, and
holds them up. "Mittens," he says. He
puts the socks on my hands and ties
one of Mi ssy's diapers on my head. I
start toward the kitchen, but Daddy
taps me on the shoulder and points
toward the living room.
6

Mother catches sight of us as we
try to sneak past the door of the den
where she' s nursing Missy. " Lonnie!
Surely you' re not going to let her wear
her good coat to the barn! "
"If we mess it up, I'll buy her a
brand new one, right Georgianna?" He
gives me a wink.
"Yes sir," I answer.
I climb the ladder to the loft and
Daddy climbs up behind me. He takes
out his pocket knife and cuts the twine
on a bale of hay. I break the bale apart
and throw armfuls of the stuff down to
the cows that have gathered at the
front of the bmn. The hay is warm and
sweet-smelling.
" All right, you finished your work,"
Daddy says. " Now it's time to play."
He starts pumping up an inner tube.
" What's that for?" I ask him.
"This is your sled," he says.
" Do you have one for me?" 1
frown. It's Lacy. She's a grade below
me and I can ' t do anything without her
tagging along.
" No, that's the only one. But you
can both fit on this one and you ' ll go
even faster with the two of you on
there,'' he says . He's even being nice
to Lacy.
Lacy and I sit facing each other
with our legs straddling. We go
sledding right down the m iddle of the
road! And the most fun thing of all,
Mother brings us out some hot
chocolate and tenderloin biscuits and
lets us eat in the swing on the carport.
After we fin ish eating we make snow
people and snow angels until the sun
disappears behind Pine Mountain.
When we go inside, my fingers and
toes start to burn. I take the diaper off
my head and blow my nose in it. My
nose is red and raw, like my tlu·oat.
Lacy says her fingers and toes don ' t
burn a bit.
Whi le we were out playing in the
snow, Mother made chicken-fried
steak , mashed potatoes, cream gravy,
and buttermi lk biscuits. T his has been
the best day of my whole life. But I

don't say it out loud. "Quiet I ittle
Georgianna." That's what everybody
calls me.
"Hey," Daddy says all of a sudden,
"Let' s make us some fudge! " He gets
out a big iron ski llet and a thick
aluminum tablespoon. Mother hands
him some sugar and he just pours it in,
right out of the sack. " Aren't you
going to measure it, Lonnie?" Mother
asks .
" Don' t need to,'' he tells her. He
taps on the can of cocoa and shakes
big c louds of the stuff onto the sugar.
Then he mi xes the two together and
pours in the sweet mill<. He stirs and
stirs until it boils. When it looks 1ight,
he takes the skillet off the burner and
we take turns beating until the spoon
makes a thud against the bottom and
you can hardly get it through the
muddy mixture. Mother hands him a
cake of her butter and Daddy rubs it
all over the platter. He swirls the rest
into the f-udge until it's all melted.
Then he pours the thick mixture onto
the platter and takes it outside to cool.
While it cools, Daddy scoops up some
snow and mixes it with sugar and
vanilla and cream. Mother puts Missy
in her crib and comes outside and all
four of us sit together in the swing,
with a wool blanket over us. The
fudge is still warm. Mother leans her
head against Daddy's shoulder and we
swing and eat fudge and stare at the
stars.

***

My throat has jagged rocks in it. I
try to call to Mother, to warn her, but
nothing can get past the rocks, not
even air. She looks like "Pink Girl,"
standing on the porch, smiling, with a
delicate white hand shading her eyes
from the sun. I try to wmn her about
the bull. Why can't she hear the thud
of hi s hoof's? Final ly she sees him and
tries to open the door, but it keeps
slamming shut. I try to run to her, but
my legs are so heavy I can' t move.
"Daddy! " I scream. The bull stops
and looks at me. It has Daddy's eyes.
See WHISKEY on page 7

WIDSKEY from page 6
I feel the cool, curved tip of a
spoon against my lips. lt is the thick
aluminum tablespoon that we beat the
fudge with. I know, because with my
tongue 1 can feel the tip that has cu rled
over from so much beating. The spoon
is full of something wet and sugmy It
burns my throat and makes it stop
hurling. I open my eyes. It's Daddy.
He's kneeling beside my bed and my
head is cradled in his hand.
I burst into tears. 1 can hear
Daddy's voice far away, saying he's
going to whip me if I don ' t stop
bawling. Still , I can'tstop. Finally I
manage to choke out, "Daddy please
don' t hurt Mother anymore. "
"I won't," he whispers.

***

The next morning, when I wake up,
the snow is gone and so is Daddy. It is
ten o'clock. Lacy is watching Saturday
morning cartoons like nothing
happened. Mother is sitting at the
breakfast table with her housecoat on ,
the egg yolk crusting up on the dishes.
Tsit down in front of my cold sunnyside-up egg and look at Mother. She
takes a tissue out of her pocket and
dabs her nose.
"He said ' Lily, if you really want a
divorce, T won't stand in your way.' l
packed his suitcase while he put the
part back in my car. Then he left. I
don't know what made him do it," says
Mother, looking out the picture window
toward the barn. Probably some
.floozy, I think. l sit down beside Lacy
and watch "Mighty Mouse."

*****
Deborah Christie is o USF St.
Petersburg graduate student. She
is working tml'ard a masters
degree in V(//ying exceptionalities.
Deborah plans to work with
middle-school children who have
behavioral disorders ond teaming
disabilities.

Thanks to Professor Herb Karl
Thanks to Professor Herb Karl for judging the 2002 Bayboro Annual
Fiction Contest. Dr. Karl is a respected and popular instructor at USF St.
Petersburg with more than a few writing credentials of his own, including The
Toom County Mud Race, named as a Delacorte Press Honor Book in 1991 ,
and the screenplay Deadly Deceits. Prior to joining the USF St. Petersburg
faculty, Karl was a reporter for the Palm Beach Post in West Palm Beach,
Fla., and he served in the U.S. Marine Corps from 1955-57 before being
honorably discharged. Karl has authored several other screenplays and stories
and is working on his next you ng adult novel.
"To me, both the writing and reading of fiction are adventures. As a writer,
nothing is more satisfying than to watch my characters take over the story;
they literally tell me what to write. Readers of fiction, I feel, are active
participants in turning a writer' s words into the sights, smells, sounds, and
feelings that become the movie in our minds," said Karl in Something About
the Author, a reference series providing biographical data for authors and
illustrators of youth literature. Certainly, Karl looks for the same qualities from
today's writers of fiction. Following are his editorial reviews of the first,
second, and third place win ning entries:

First Place: "The Carpool" is a well -conceived story-hip, plausible, a
first rate insight into the life of the ubiquitous corporate clone in a time when job
insecurity has compelled a man like Carl to ponder choices he has made. On
the one hand, we sense the depressing "hell" of "bitter, sil ent corporate
employees" and on the other, we are presented with the "family" -a group or
carpoolers who during the morning and afternoon drives manage to keep their
essential humanity alive.
But it is through Carl-who hasn ' t yet informed his colleagues that he is
unemployed-that we glimpse the possibility of redemption and resurrection.
The author has created a series of effective images which dramatically
illustrate a reason for-and a means of-escape.
Second Place: "Whiskey-Soaked Sugar" is a dark Southern Gothic tale.
The author has a subtle understanding of the powerful effect of ambiguityproviding, as is the case in this story, it is natural to the storytelling process. We
are drawn steadily into the story by the observations of the innocent narrator, a
young girl whose chilling reports of her home life reveal a dysfunctional
family-an a lcoholic rather and a mother in denial.
The story is true to its antecedents. It has its freaks and monsters and
grotesque images. But most of all it resonates with the singular emotion that
permeates virtually all Gothic fiction: dread.
I was particularly impressed with the image of the snow which blankets the
ugly barnyard and makes everything look "pretty." A symbol, perhaps, of other
things which tend to veil a grim reality that lies beneath the surface.

Third Place: "Abuela's Stars" is purely lyrical and doesn ' t pretend to be
more than what it is. A magical talc that takes us to a place we have never
been, yet makes us feel completely at home. Like all good poetry, it enables us
to feel; if it makes us think, that's a bonus.
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